so. iv. ]          THE LEARNED LADIES              12?

HEN. You take unnecessary pains on my behalf.
Learned conversations are not at all in my line; I
like to take life easily. It takes too much trouble to
be clever in everything one says ; such an ambition
never enters my head. I am very well content,
mother, to remain stupid ; I much prefer to talk as
every one else does rather than worry myself about
cultured language.

PHJX. Yes, but that is what wounds me. I do not
intend to endure such a disgrace from one of my
own flesh and blood. Physical beauty is skin-deep,
a frail ornament, a flower that fades, the splendour
of a moment, whilst that of the mind is inherent
and solid. I have, therefore, been searching- for a
long time for a method whereby you might become
possessed of that beauty which the years cannot
destroy, a means of inspiring you with a desire for
learning, of equipping you with a knowledge of
great things, in short, I have made up my mind to
unite you to a man of great intellect, and that man
is Monsieur, upon whom I call upon you to look as
the husband I have selected for you.

HEN. I! mother ?

PHIL. Yes, you. You have but a little while to play
the fool.

B^L. I understand you : your eyes demand my con-
sent to pledge elsewhere a heart that is mine. Go,
I am quite willing. I surrender you to this bond :
it is a marriage that will be the making of you.

THIS. I cannot find words, Madam, in which to
express my delight; the union with which I find
myself honoured puts me . . .

HEN. All in good time, Monsieur, it is not accom-
plished yet; do not be in such a hurry.

PHIL. What an answer! Do you know that . . .
Enough, you understand me. She shall be amen-
able ; come, let us leave her.